The Inn of the Six ^Anglers

THIS morning, for the first time in my life, I wished
that I was an angler, a real angler, not one of those
fellows (as the fat man said last night) "who'll fish
for an hour and then want to go and pick black-
berries." As we rode away from the inn and left the
lake idly lapping behind, with all six anglers happy
on its bosom, I told myself that I had missed my
chance of happiness in old age by not fishing steadily
through all my youth. Perhaps, however, it was
really the inn that did it, the inn and the lake to-
gether. There is no resisting an inn that is small and
quaint and good, a place that is shelter and fire and
food and drink and a fantastic journey's end all in
one. Nor is there anything in nature more enchanting
than a lake. Rivers I have loved, and with them the
restless sea, so magical and yet so melancholy,
perhaps because it seems the symbol of our desires;
but it is those lovely lapping sheets of water, neither
seas nor rivers yet having the charm of both with
something added, some touch of quiet, peace, soul's
ease, that really possess my heart. You travel over
leagues of hulking and stubborn land, then suddenly
turn a corner and find a space where there is no earth
but only a delicate mirroring of the sky and that
faintest rise and fall of waters, the lap-lap-lap along
the little curving shore. Where else can you find such
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